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Quest and Place in Carl Hansen and Hans
Christian Andersen
by David S. Iversen

Carl Hansen

Carl Hansen and Hans Christian Andersen demonstrate a number
of similar characteristics as authors. Both wrote their stories with
their respective readership in mind. Both authors strove to establish
character and setting with as few words as possible. Both knew their
audiences well and made use of scenes, places, and experiences that
their readers recognized. Each man was also driven to become an
author, albeit for slightly different reasons.
Hans Christian
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Andersen was, according to Sven H. Rossel, "single-minded in
pursuit of art and recognition," 1 while Carl Hansen relates that
"some five years before he emigrated to the United States he [had]
caught the disease 'digteritis,' the nagging urge to write and be
published." 2 They both demonstrate as well an understanding of the
folkloric concepts of "quest" and "place." The goal of this paper will
be to show how they represent these concepts by comparing three
short stories by Carl Hansen with three of Andersen's well-known
tales.
"Bowlegged Joe," by Carl Hansen, tells of a mill worker who has
worked at a flour mill for fourteen years in a big city on the
Mississippi River. A strike occurs and Joe is forced to leave his job
and to stand on the picket line. Replacement workers are brought
in, and in the resulting melee between the strikers and police,
Bowlegged Joe is injured. By the time he recovers, he has lost his job
loading flour sacks onto railroad cars to someone else. He falls into
a deep depression and refuses to spend any money on anything,
especially Christmas presents. He becomes so depressed that his
wife goes and talks with the pastor, who in tum talks to a wealthy
man whom he hopes to persuade to talk to the owners of the mill
about either giving Bowlegged Joe his old job back, as a favor at
Christmastime, or giving Joe a new job at the mill. The wealthy man
agrees to the pastor's request, Bowlegged Joe gets his job back, and
is so happy that he promises to buy a Christmas tree, go to church
on Christmas day, and go back to work the next day, when his old
job starts up again. The story concludes as follows:
And Pastor Smith talked in his sermon about the joy of
Christmas, which that person understood best, who had
fought against sorrow, and Joe nodded. He understood it
completely. And up in the rich millionaire's house there was
a Christmas tree with expensive Christmas gifts, diamonds
and gold, but the old rich man sat in his chair and became
lost in thought. "I brought Christmas joy to someone," he
thought. "All that he asked for was to be allowed to work."
And the old man folded his hands and prayed to the Lord of
Christmas for permission to bring comfort and joy to all of
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them, he found on his way, who would honestly work,
while it was day.
In this story the sense of place can be seen through Bowlegged
Joe's attachment to his job and his workplace. He is so devoted to
his simple task of loading flour sacks onto railroad cars that he
imagines all of the various places around the world that have need
of flour, to which the very sacks he was loading may very well be
heading. He says to himself, "There must be more and more people
corning into the world, for there is need for more flour, as the years
go by." The strike is devastating to him, not just because of his
apparent lack of transferable job skills, but because, as Carl Hansen
describes it, "the flour sacks and railroad cars had gradually grown
together with him as a part of his life." Bowlegged Joe succumbs to
"an inexpressible hopelessness" and feels "so endlessly alone, so
poor and abandoned." He is unable to pursue or undertake his own
quest to overcome this unexpected obstacle that life has thrown. It is
his wife who takes up his quest on his behalf by going to visit their
pastor. Although their three children all have jobs and are
providing enough money to live on, there will be no Christmas
celebration, but more importantly to her is her husband's well being.
She tells the pastor, " ... [I]t is like this. The only thing there is in the
world for Johannes is the mill, and he sits and broods over that and
wanders about the floor at night because of that. It has been so sad,
so sad, the whole time, Pastor Smith, and now-as-soon becomes
Christmas-I am at my wit's end. Unless you can help!" The pastor
agrees and becomes Bowlegged Joe's second helper, a type of
magical or spiritual intermediary who appeals to the sense of good
will toward all in the rich man to convince him not only to help
Bowlegged Joe, but all people like Bowlegged Joe. Thus, through the
quests of two helpers, Joe achieves his own unspoken quest of
getting his job and his sense of place back, while at the same time a
well-to-do man is prompted to undertake a quest of his own, which
will presumably change and broaden his own sense of place for the
betterment of himself and others.
It is difficult to find an exact literary match within Hans Christian
Andersen's body of work, but one tale that seemed to relate
particularly well to this story is, "What the Whole Family Said." This

322

tale begins by describing how excited young Maria is on her
birthday and how great birthdays are, so much so that she says to
her godfather, "It is lovely to live," and her godfather replies that
"life [is] the best of all fairy tales." 3 Her older brothers also conclude
that life is pleasant, because of all of the great adventures awaiting
them. Godfather replies, "Yes, life is the best fairy tale, for one is in
it oneself." 4 A neighbor family lives above Maria and her brothers.
They have older children who have just begun to make their way in
the world and apparently have met with initial success, for they
exclaim, "Advance! Tear down all the old walls so that one can get a
view of the world! The world is good, Godfather is right, life is the
best of all fairy tales!" 5 Their parents, of course, know better, saying
to themselves, "Everything won't work out just as they want it to,"
yet even they express similar optimism by adding, "but it is true that
life is the most amazing fairy tale of all." 6 Godfather lives above this
family, "a little nearer to heaven, as one might say." 7 His room is
adorned with memories and memorabilia from all of his lifelong and
worldwide travels. He has many books, one of which is the Bible,
which he reads often. The tale concludes:
"Everything that has happened or will happen is written
about in that book," claimed Godfather. "So much in one
book, that is worth thinking about! Everything that is worth
praying for is laid down in the Lord's Prayer, that is a pearl
of comfort which God has given us. It is put inside the
cradle, near the child's heart. Don't lose it when you grow
up, for then you will never be alone on the changing roads
that you will walk. It will glow inside you and you will
never be lost."
Godfather looked so happy as he spoke, and his eyes sparkled.
Once long ago those eyes had shed their tears. "That was good too,"
he said. "It was during my days of trial; and then I wept out the
tears that were within me. The older you get the clearer you see that
God is with you - both in adversity and when fortune shines upon
you-and that life is the very best fairy tale, and it is He who has
given it to us for all eternity." "It is lovely to live," said little Maria.
To this everyone agreed: her brothers, her parents, the grownup
boys, and most of all Godfather, who said: "Life is the best fairy tale
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of all." Godfather's positive sentiment resembles Bowlegged Joe's
reaction to getting his old job back: "You can begin the day after
tomorrow. The wages are naturally as before. Here is your old
number." Joe clutched his brass plate. It was as though he met a
well-known and dear old friend. "Thank you! Thank you very
much!" he said and turned to walk out. Then the proud, graybearded man nodded to him and said: "Merry Christmas!" He had
to go to the warehouse and swing a flour sack in his arms just once.
And he carried it as warmly and softly as though it were a baby.
The joy and gratitude expressed by Bowlegged Joe here resembles
Godfather's joy, the difference being that Godfather has known all
his life that his journey has been that of a fairy tale, written,
orchestrated, and narrated by God, whereas Joe needed some help
from his wife and his pastor to be reminded of the true meaning of
Christmas. For Godfather, his sense of quest and place in God have
been the same throughout his life; for Bowlegged Joe, it took the
temporary loss of his sense of place, and a helpful quest on his
behalf by others, to be reminded that for him, as for all of us, God
needs and wants to be an integral part of the sense of quest and
place that he and we experience in life.
Carl Hansen takes a different approach in his short story,
"Mother-Tongue." In this story a man named Henrik Krog, who
"was a graduate in law with the best grades and the owner of a
beautiful little fortune," decides to emigrate to America when the
young woman with whom he is in love decides to marry a first
lieutenant instead. Henrik Krog quickly makes his fortune, first as a
land speculator and then as a banker and soon builds himself a small
mansion and hires a housekeeper who "was even more silent and
moody and sullen and taciturn than he was." Unfortunately, "as
Henrik Krog' s wealth grew, so did his sullenness and willfulness."
For example, a family near him with lots of children who made lots
of noise are foreclosed upon and forced out of their home.
Sometime later a man wants to rent this house but Henrik refuses,
agreeing only after his housekeeper intercedes on behalf of the man,
who is her relative. Henrik agrees because his housekeeper
threatens to leave him if he doesn't, but the man and his daughter
are told not to have a dog and not to have any screaming children in
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the house. But they do have a piano, which interrupts Henrik one
day and just as he is about to evict them, he recognizes the melody,
sung by the daughter, as that of an old, familiar song from Denmark.
The song makes him homesick for Denmark, while the daughter
reminds him of his former sweetheart who married the first
lieutenant. He is smitten with the daughter and becomes jealous
when the clerk at his bank starts dating the daughter. He fires the
clerk, but realizes that he has fired his most competent employee,
and while listening to the song, "Mother-Tongue," 8 he looks at
himself in the mirror and realizes that he is no longer young, that he
has grown older and gray and hard, and gives up his hope of the
daughter taking the place of his sweetheart from his past, promotes
the clerk he has fired to Head Teller, and decides to move back to
Denmark, but not before asking the young couple, the new Head
Teller and the daughter, to sing the song as a duet. The verses are:
Mother's name has a blessed sound,
Where ever the waves are flowing,
Mother's voice is a joy profound
On every age bestowing
Sweet in peace and sweet in strife,
Sweet in death and sweet in life,
Sweet in reputation.

In this story the sense of quest for Henrik Krog initially was to
marry the wholesaler's daughter, but when she marries the first
lieutenant, he changes his quest to go to America and become
wealthy. He is successful in this quest, but loses his compassion for
others in the process. His sense of place becomes bound up in his
quest to become wealthy, which causes him to lose touch with the
outside world, until he is reminded of his past and his lost youth
and his lost humanity, by his housekeeper and her brother and
niece. Instead of losing himself, he saves himself by correcting his
wrongdoing, giving up all of his possessions, and returning to his
spiritual home, his newly found quest and sense of place prompted
by the memory of his sweetheart as personified by the daughter,
along with the memory of a well-known song from his youth.
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Again, there is not an exact one-to-one correlation between this
story and a tale by Hans Christian Andersen. But certainly there are
elements that remind one of parts of tales. For example, the end of
Andersen's tale, "Something," could have been in Henrik Krog's
(and Carl Hansen's) mind. At the end of this tale a critic and a poor
old woman are at the gates of Heaven. They both have died and
have arrived at the gates together, "as is the custom." The critic has
just asked the poor old woman how she came to be here. She set fire
to her house to get the attention of people who were having a party
out on the frozen lake who were unaware of an approaching storm.
Just as she finishes her story, the gates open: 9
Just at that moment the gates of heaven opened and an
angel came out to lead the poor old woman inside. A straw
from her bed, the one she had set fire to in order to save the
people out on the ice, fell from her skirt. It was immediately
changed into the purest gold; and the golden straw grew
and became the prettiest piece of art work. "Look at what
the poor woman brought," said the angel to the critic.
"What have you brought? I know you never have
accomplished anything, you have never even made a brick.
If you only could go back and fetch one, and then bring it as
a gift. Oh, I know it would be badly made, but if you had
done the best you could, it would at least be something. But
you can't return and I can't do anything for you!" The poor
old woman, Margrethe from the little house on the dike,
pleaded for him. "His brother gave me all his broken bricks
so that I could build my house. Those broken pieces meant
an awful lot to me then. Can't they count now as one whole
brick, for his sake? It would be a merciful act and this is the
home of mercy."
"Your brother, the one whom you deemed the poorest
among you," said the angel, "he whose honest work you
considered low, gives you now a beggar's coin. You shall
not be turned away, you shall be allowed to stand here
outside and think about your life down on earth. But enter
you cannot before you have done one good deed-at least
something!"
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"I could have expressed that better," thought the critic, but
he did not say it out loud and that was already something.
Here we have the doing of a good deed, as in "Bowlegged Joe,"
unselfishly for the sake of someone else, juxtaposed against a man
who spent his life criticizing what others did. It seems that he has no
chance to make it into heaven, yet in an extraordinary move, the
poor old woman intercedes on his behalf because of what his brother
once did for her. He is given a second chance, provided he does at
least one good deed. Perhaps Henrik Krog is reminded of this,
realizes how selfish his life has been, and decides to save his life by
promoting the young man he had fired, getting out of the way of the
young man's desire to marry the daughter, providing his
housekeeper with a generous pension, and selling all of his
unneeded possessions.
In this story, the poor woman's sense of place was her modest
home on the dike by the lake, with her quest being that of saving the
partygoers on the frozen lake who were threatened by an
approaching storm, going so far in this quest that she sacrifices her
home and her life for the sake of others. The critic, on the other
hand, does not have a sense of place in his life, the quest of which
has been to find fault with others. He is presented at the end,
however, with a quest to do at least one good deed, but the reader is
left in doubt as to whether he will undertake, let alone succeed, in
this request, despite the faint glimmer of hope that he might, in fact,
mend his ways.
This contrast between selfishness and selflessness and the
potential and actual consequences of both, and what can happen to
the unprivileged who are selfless and blameless versus the
privileged who are selfish, can clearly be seen in a third story by Carl
Hansen, which lends itself most readily to comparison with one of
Hans Christian Andersen's best known tales, The Little Match Girl.
Andersen's tale, The Little Match Girl, is of sufficient brevity and
poignancy that I will relate it here in its entirety. 10
It was dreadfully cold, snowing, and turning dark. It
was the last evening of the year, New Year's Eve. In this
cold and darkness walked a little girl. She was poor and
both her head and feet were bare. Oh, she had had a pair of
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slippers when she left home; but they had been too big for
her-in truth, they had belonged to her mother. The little
one had lost them while hurrying across the street to get out
of the way of two carriages that had been driving along
awfully fast. One of the slippers she could not find, and the
other had been snatched by a boy who, laughingly, shouted
that he would use it as a cradle when he had a child of his
own.
Now the little girl walked barefoot through the streets.
Her feet were swollen and red from the cold. She was
carrying a little bundle of matches in her had and had more
in her apron pocket. No one had bought any all day, or
given her so much as a penny. Cold and hungry, she
walked through the city; cowed life, the poor thing!
The snowflakes fell on her long yellow hair that curled
so prettily at the neck, but to such things she never gave a
thought. From every window of every house, light shone,
and one could smell the geese roasting all the way out in the
street. It was, after all, New Year's Eve; and this she did
think about.
In a little recess between two houses she sat down and
tucked her feet under her. But now she was even colder.
She didn't dare go home because she had sold no matches
and was frightened that her father might beat her. Besides,
her home was almost as cold as the street. She lived in an
attic, right under a tile roof. The wind whistled through it,
even though they had tried to close the worst of the holes
and cracks with straw and old rags.
Her little hands were numb from cold. If only she dared
strike a match, she could warm them a little. She took one
and struck it against the brick wall of the house; it lighted!
Oh, how warm it was and how clearly it burned like a little
candle. She held her hand around it. How strange! It
seemed that the match had become a big iron stove with
brass fixtures.
Oh, how blessedly warm it was! She
stretched out her legs so that they, too, could get warm, but
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at that moment the stove disappeared and she was sitting
alone with a burned-out match in her hand.
She struck another match. Its flame illuminated the wall
and it became as transparent as a veil: she could see right
into the house. She saw the table spread with a damask
cloth and set with the finest porcelain. In the center, on a
dish, lay a roasted goose stuffed with apples and prunes! But
what was even more wonderful: the goose-although a fork
and knife were stuck in its back-had jumped off the table
and was waddling toward her. The little girl stretched out
her arms and the match burned out. Her hands touched the
cold, solid walls of the house.
She lit a third match. The flame flared up and she was
sitting under a Christmas tree that was much larger and
more beautifully decorated than the one she had seen
through the glass doors at the rich merchant's on Christmas
Eve. Thousands of candles burned on its green branches,
and colorful pictures like the ones you can see in store
windows were looking down at her. She smiled up at them;
but then the match burned itself out, and the candles of the
Christmas tree became the stars in the sky. A shooting star
drew a line of fire across the dark heavens.
"Someone is dying," whispered the little girl. Her
grandmother, who was dead, was the only person who had
ever loved or been kind to the child; and she had told her
that a shooting star was the soul of a human being traveling
to God.
She struck yet another match against the wall and in its
blaze she saw her grandmother, so sweet, so blessedly kind.
"Grandmother!" shouted the little one. "Take me with you!
I know you will disappear when the match goes out, just like
the warm stove, the goose, and the beautiful Christmas
tree." Quickly, she lighted all the matches she had left in her
hand, so that her grandmother could not leave. And the
matches burned with such a clear, strong flame that the
night became as light as day. Never had her grandmother
looked so beautiful. She lifted the little girl in her arms and
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flew with her to where there is neither cold nor hunger nor
fear: up to God.
In the cold morning the little girl was found. Her cheeks
were red and she was smiling. She was dead. She had
frozen to death on the last evening of the old year. The sun
on New Year's Day shone down on the little corpse; her lap
was filled with burned-out matches.
"She had been trying to warm herself," people said.
And no one knew the sweet visions she had seen, or in what
glory she and her grandmother had passed into a truly new
year.
Compare this with the Carl Hansen short story entitled, Gamle
Hans Nielsens sidste jul, [Old Hans Nielsen's Last Christmas ]1 1 that
contains unmistakable elements from The Little Match Girl.
It had been two years since Hans Nielsen had arrived in
America. His daughter and his son-in-law had written to
him and sent him travel money. They thought it was
shameful that in his last years he should wear himself out as
a simple farmhand on the manor at Alsted. He must come
to them: they had enough "worldly goods" so that over here
he would want for nothing. Hans Nielsen thought the letter
was a bit formal, but all the same, he believed it was best to
accept the offer. In recent years, he had been badly plagued
with rheumatism and asthma, and the hard physical labor
on the manor farm had become difficult for him. Certainly
too, his little room was lonely. So he sold his few belongings
and set out on the long, difficult journey.
Father and daughter had not seen each other for sixteen
years, and they were both glad to be reunited. The son-inlaw had prospered and had a large farm in one of the
Midwestern states. Hans Nielsen was given his own room,
furnished with a rocking chair and carpet on the floor. When
he looked through his window, he could survey most of his
son-in-law's holdings.
Out in the field grazed well-fed steers and sleek milk cows,
pigs too numerous to count jostled against one another in
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the pigpen behind the barn, and out in the farmyard, small
chickens scurried among the long-legged, gobbling turkeys.
Hans Nielsen ought to be content. All his life he had
enjoyed caring for animals though he had never been able to
own so much as a pig; he had not lived on his son-in-law's
farm for more than fourteen days before he knew every pig
and every calf, knew when the hens were set and knew in
the evenings when to fetch the ducklings home from the
creek. He watered and fed; he gave suckling calves milk, the
pigs com and chickens grain; he planted and watered and
became so occupied that he almost forgot both his asthma
and his rheumatism.
But he was not yet content-not completely. First there
were the children. He had eagerly anticipated talking with
the three boys, taking them on his lap and playing with
them. And three healthy, handsome, bright boys they were.
But there was something about them which Hans Nielsen
did not understand and could not fathom. There was
something restless and jaunty about them, and when they
played out in the yard, they shouted and screamed as
though they had knives at their throats.
And besides, they spoke that foreign language which the
old man could not understand. They could of course speak
Danish; they spoke it for the most part when talking with
their mother. But they spoke it as if forced to do so, and
given the chance, they switched over into English.
The son-in-law was a thin, slight man, with a long, reddish
beard and light matted hair. He was between thirty and
forty years old, but he looked as though he were closer to
sixty. When he walked, he slouched forward, moving his
feet in an awkward clumsy, stumbling manner. He did not
talk much and used many foreign words and expressions
when he did at last say something. His daughter, who in
Denmark had been a beautiful, slender girl was now
stooped, gray in the face, and already had deep wrinkles
around her eyes and mouth. To help on this large farm, a
job which in Hans Nielsen's opinion required at least four
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farmhands and two girls, the son-in-law had only a hired
boy of about seventeen.
Because of this, much was
neglected and much went to waste.
The work never ended. There was not time to take a little
nap after the noon meal, and the household chores dragged
on until bedtime. And then there was the fact that his
daughter has changed her faith. What the sect was that she
and her husband belonged to Hans Nielsen never found out,
but it ended in "-ists", and it filled their lives with a peculiar
morose surliness which could be seen in all their conduct
and speech. For example, they never said, "We have a good
harvest this year," but rather, "The good Lord in Heaven has
granted us a bountiful harvest." If the husband were to go to
town with a load of hogs, he would say, "On Thursday, the
good Lord willing, I'll take the hogs to town." And the
prayers he drawled at meals were lengthened by his sighing
and moaning over the sinful world. When neighbors were
discussed, a strict line was drawn between "the saved" and
"the others.
This kind of Christianity offended Hans Nielsen. That one
called himself "saved" and numbered himself among "the
little flock" while at the same time frittering away his best
years in a dour, sad state, neglecting his children's
upbringing
and
development,
was
beyond
his
understanding. He had always had a lively nature. The
harvest festival on the manor at Alsted and the other
holidays had each been a source of renewal in his life. He
was disappointed then when fall came and no harvest
festival was held at the son-in-law's.
But it was worse when Christmas came. No baking or
butchering, no excitement of anticipation, no festive spirit
filled the air. And when he expressed his surprise, his
daughter pointed out to him that the Lord's birthday had
been thought up by the pastors back in the old country.
"The shepherds were out in the fields when the angel came,"
she said, "and we all know they wouldn't be out there in
winter." "There's perhaps some truth in that," replied old
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Hans Nielsen, "but after all, there's something beautiful
about such a holiday." "But there's nothing about Christmas
in God's Word!" snapped the daughter, and she continued
as though she read from a book, "For six days you shall do
your work and on the seventh day you shall rest. It's God's
word and commandment, and we know no other holidays in
our house."
Hans Nielsen carried the dispute no further. And when
Christmas Eve came, he locked himself in his room,
hummed a Psalm and went to bed. But he had to confess to
himself that he was not satisfied with the conditions here in
the new world. And as time passed, he began to yearn for
the old ways.
He longed to dig ditches and to mow rye and to afterwards
rest his weary bones with an after-dinner nap, or to enjoy the
fellowship of the harvest festival. He longed for the thick
bread and bacon drippings between meals and to afterwards
enjoy the harvest festival dinner, the rice pudding, the rib
roast with sweet cracklings, and the rebleskiver.
"There's no pleasure taken in good living over here," he
thought. "Here, all one gets is meat and potatoes every
day." He loathed the long prayers, the constant lamenting
over sin. He longed for the vaulted church at home and the
old, white-haired, gentle country pastor.
His yearnings left him weak and faint. He lost pleasure in
caring for the cattle and pigs, and he sat up in his room and
looked out over the square, wide, flat fields.
When
Christmas again drew near, he was tired of the monotonous
view out over the open prairie. He lay in bed and
remembered. He remembered his childhood home with the
little cast-iron stove and the rough, uneven earthen floor.
His parents were poor people, and he had to go out and
glean the fields, but when holidays came there was always
money for roast pork and perhaps a few rebleskiver. It still
thrilled him to think of the festive air that permeated the
room at those mealtimes. And tears came to his eyes when
he remembered how on those evenings, he and his brothers
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and sisters had each in tum gone up to their father and
mother and shook hands, thanking them for the evening
meal. That memory carried him further.
He had earned his living on the manor as foreman of the
farmhands. It was he who had gone in front with the scythe
during the harvest time, and it was he who had lifted the
heaviest sacks. But it was also he who led the singing when
the toast was proposed to the master and mistress, and it
was he who danced the first dance with the housemaid,
Sofie, who later became his bride. Sofie! Yes, she had been a
faithful wife. The times became hard; he had had to go off to
war where he was wounded and only slowly recovered. On
his return to the manor, he was only a hired hand, and they
had difficulty making ends meet. But when the harvest
festival evening came, Sofie spread a shining, white cloth on
the table. And each Christmas Eve, after their daughter,
their only child, was old enough, there had been a green
bough in the room with some few candles on it and some
hard candy wrapped in colored paper. Oh, how the little
one beamed!
Yes, the years passed. Sofie was borne up to the church
cemetery, and the daughter emigrated to America. But in
his loneliness, he did not forget that holiest of evenings. A
little of the Christmas spirit found its way into his poor
room. His thoughts came to a standstill like a watch one has
forgotten to wind. He sighed and looked out over the large
barn. Yes, here was prosperity and plenty at each meal, but
nothing to celebrate! The day before Christmas Eve, Hans
Nielsen became very ill, and the Danish doctor was fetched.
There was nothing he could do. "His life slips away," he
said gravely. "Nature will take her course." And the warmhearted doctor took the old man's hand and looked him in
the eyes. "Farvel, og glcedelig jul!" [Goodbye and Happy
Christmas] he said. Hans Nielsen smiled. It was the first
time he had heard the familiar Danish Christmas greeting in
this strange land. The whole next day he lay with a bright
smile on his lips. "I can hear music," he said.
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And at twilight, when that hallowed and high evening
began that is so full of the smiles and laughter of children,
when the Lord of heaven and earth sent out the Christmas
Angel to sound the bells and bring joy to people's voices, old
Hans Nielsen rose up and spread his arms as though he
embraced one of his dear ones. He then lay back and closed
his tired eyes. The darkness settled over the land. In town
and in field, in forest and on prairie the lights were lit in
people's homes. And the Christmas Angel flew home to his
Lord and Master. All were ready for the celebration-and
Old Hans Nielsen was not forgotten.
One can clearly see the connection between Hans Nielsen's
remembering the happier times of his past, and the Little Match Girl
remembering the happier time of her past with her grandmother.
Both include a warm, cast-iron stove, a savory, traditional Danish
holiday meal, and the overall festive atmosphere of Christmas, till, in
the end, both Hans Nielsen and the Little Match Girl are both carried
up to Heaven on Christmas Eve. It could be said here as well that
both the Little Match Girl and Old Hans Nielsen have a quest. The
Little Match Girl has more than one quest. She has the quest to sell
matches to try and appease her abusive father and bring home what
little money she can. She has a quest to try and keep warm, which,
at face value, she tries to do by burning her matches, and she has a
quest to find a happier place in life, which she does through the
burning of her matches, which remind her of the happiness of her
past. Old Hans Nielsen, it could be said, had a quest to reunite with
his daughter and to see his grandchildren for the first time and to
make himself useful on the farm and to forget his asthma and
rheumatism, but the challenges of immigrant farm life combined
with an oppressive religious atmosphere on the farm lead him to
adopt a similar quest to that of the Little Match Girl, a quest for
happiness, peace, and warmth through remembering the past.
In all three of the stories discussed, both Hans Christian Andersen
and Carl Hansen do a remarkable job of creating a realistic setting to
which their readers could instantly relate. With sparse language, the
folkloric elements of quest and place, and elements of everyday
experience common to the people of nineteenth century Denmark
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and late nineteenth and early twentieth century Danish American
immigrants, both authors created tales and stories that spoke of the
harshness of life and the triumph of the human spirit, thereby
leaving behind a literary legacy that is as vivid today as it was then.
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